


Nelson Lee Leads An Army Of Cave Men Into Battle—

CHAPTER 1.

The Signals in Morsc!

i EL.SON LEE, the great detectitve, was

i\\gl not only engaged upon a singular
rask. but his surroundings were very
singular irdeed.

[Te was standing in the moest amazing rock
Cavern on the face of the earth.

[+ stretched away for miles—being, in
fact, between eight and ten miles loug and
vearly as wide. A part of the cavern floor
vas covered with well cultivaied fields, and
i another nart, towards the centre, was a
deep lake, oa which floated various ships.
There was a great caannel leading from this

1t
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Iake to o rock tunnel, whieh, 1 turn, com-
municated with the open sed.
On every side of Nelson Lee the cavern

wails arose—grveat, sheer precipices, vising
up for three thousand teet, and  sloping

inwards as they rose.  And at the very top
there was a great hole, a wmile across, and
through this hole twinkled the stars. When
the dav came, the sun, for some hours, would
shine down gloriously into the cavern. And

‘t was the bries hours of darly sunshine which

made this place habitable by man. For on
three hundred davs in ihe year the sun shone,
and its warmtih cenabled the People of the
Mist to grow their food.

But it was dark now, except for the flares
of uatural gas which burned ail around the
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Hundreds of miles into the very heart of the mysterious Sargasso Sea there
_lies an unknown island peopled by descendants of shipwrecked sailors, lost pilgrim

ships, and prehistoric cave men.

And it is on this extraordinary island that five

intrepid explorers, Nelson Lee & Co., are encountering the adventures of their
lives !

cavern., The stars, however, twinkled far
above. And 1t was the curiously erratie
twinkline of one star, in partlcnl.n, which
had aun'ht Nelson Lee’s eye.

Through a telescope he discovered the
reason. The twinkling of that partxcular
star was different-—because it wasn’t a star
at all, but an electric torch, and it was sig-
nalling in long and chort fashes—in the
morse code—the one word. “waiting.”

With his own electric torch Nelson Lee
was now answering. He knew that up there,
on the rim of rock at the edge of the crater-
like opening, Lord Dornmore the famous
sporting poen was spraulin"-—and with him,

no doubt, were Nipper, Edward Oswald
Handforth and Umlosi.

A good deal less than half a mile
scparated Nelson Lcee from the rest of his
gallant party—but it was a perpendicular
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1alf-mile, and that made it difficult. There
was$ no road from the cavern floor to the
~avern roof. So, for the time being, Nelson
Lee would have to be content with giv-
ing his friends a brief indication of what
had been happening. .

He had no doubt that Amanda Peterson,
a sweet girl of sixteen, and the rightful
leader of the People of the Mist, was with
Lord Dorrimore’s party. $She, too, would
welcome the news.

“Hawk and men driven into lake,” morsed
Nelson Lee. “Aboard cruiser—resisting—but
all quiet at present.”

“O0.K.!” came the return signal. *Shall
we join you? Beast Men friendly—can
obtain ropes for descent.”

It was some little time before that mes-
sage, laboriously morsed, came down to Lee.
But as soon as he thoroughly understood it,
he brought his own torch into action again.

‘““No!” he signalled. ‘“Hawk might
attempt tricks with ropes. *Stay there.”

His companions, above, were disappointed.
For they had hoped to join him. But they
thoroughly understood. And ir the cold
light of dawn they went back to their camp
on the island top, where Lord Dorrimore®s
acroplane, the Sky Wanderer, was lying
crippled.

T was the most amazing cavern in the

world—and it was situated in the heart

. of the most amazing island in the world.

The latter, indeed, was a tiny fragment

of the lost continent of Atlantis. It rose

sheer from the sea, its cliffs rising three

thousand feet through eternal mists. Yet

the upper part of the island was clear of the
mist, and the sun shone in all its glory.

Below, on every coast of this island, dense
masses of choking, festering weed were to be
found. Weed and mist—and a great, brood-
ing silence. For this was the dreaded Sar-
gasso Sea; the very heart of it, for ever
hidden by the mist. -

It was Lord Dorrimore who had first dis-
covered this amazing land, and he had
brought a small party with him to explore.
Nelson Lee and Nipper had been enthusias-
tic enough to join in. On the island top they
had found fungus growths instead of trees;
they had found Beast Men, primitive, wild.

But most astounding of all, they had found
the great cavern, and, in it, a community of
English-speaking people—the descendants of
pilgrims, whose ships, many hundreds of years
earlier, had drifted into the Sargasso Sea
after a terrific storm. Trapped in the weed,
and finding themselves near to the great
cliffs, the unfortunate people had then dis-
covered the cavern—into which the mist did
not penetrate. And the people of to-day were
the descendants of the pilgrims, and the great
majority of them were simple, peaceful and
kindly.

But the explorers had found that a ruflian
named Simeon Harke, who dubbed himself
the Black Hawk, was excrcising a grim

tyranny over the People of the Mist. He
had gathered all the ruthans of the community
about him. They were grcat bearded men,
with muscles like iron—giants of strength and
brutality. Numbering about fifty, they had
easily subdued the rest of the populace.

Long before the adventurers had come to
the island, Simeon Harke had murdered
Jonas Peterson, the gentle man who had been
the uncrowned king of the cavern people.
Ever since the pilgrims had sought refuge
on this strange island, generations before,
the Petersons had been the leaders. Amanda
Peterson was the sole survivor of the family,
and Handforth, at least, dreamed of sitting
her uwpon an imaginary throne, after the
Black Hawk and his gang had been de-
feated. For the susceptible Handy had
fallen head over hcels in love with pretty
Amanda.

Nelson: Lee had been attracted by this en-
terprise mainly because the Black Hawk and
his men had actually dared to venture
through the weed in a rusty-sided, dilapi-
dated old Parazilian cruiser. They had
reached the open sea, and by an act of abso-
lute piracy, had held up a transatlantic liner,
and had looted her of food and furniture.
And these men were like the pirates of old—
swarthy, bearded, bare-footed and ruthlees.

After months of labour they had discovered
the workings of the old Porto Marlo’s en-
gines; they had built a grill astern for the
protection of the propellers; they had fixed
a great cutter on to the prow, so that the
vessel could force its way through the en-
tangling weed. But that venture, at the best,
had been a hazardous one, and it was more
by luck than judgment that the Black Hawk
and his pirates had got back to their base.

Simcon Harke had attempted to kill Nelson
Lee and his party, and because of that
Lee had sworn to liberate the unfortunate
pcople. And that could only be accomplished
by the complete defeat of the Black Hawk.
He was not defeated yet; he was making a
last stand in that very vessel he had pre-
viously used for the act of piracy.

WHEN Nelson Lee turned away, after

completing his morse signalling, he

found much work for him to do.

He was rather puzzled by Lord
Dorrimore’s message, for it was surprising to
learn that the “island-top ” party was now
on friendly terms with the formidable Beast
Men. But there was no time, now, for Lee
to consider this point,

The recent fight had been fierce, and there
were many wounded who needed attention.
Most of the casualties had already been
carried into the quaint houses of the cavern
township, and they were being attended to
by the womenfolk. But Lee himself was a
very skilful doctor, and he had a mind to go
round and to personally attend the more
seriously wounded.

These simple people regarded him with
something like awe. It was his example
which had enabled them to win the battle,
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and, by general consent, he was now the
supreme leader. No man dreamed of wrest-
ing that” honour from him—unless, indeed,
it was the Black Hawk. Those peaceful
citizens who were on Lee’s side acclaimed
him as their liberator, and they were ready
to follow his lead to death itself.,

“What magic have you been performing
now, Master Lec?” asked a wizened old man
who was by the detective's side. * Faith, 1
marvel at the strange lamp which burus with-
out a flame!”

Nelson Lee smiled.

“I find it difficnlt, sometimes, Dr. Otto, to
realise that you and your people know nothing
of electricity,” he replied. *‘Yet this lamp
is quite simple. Aud I was signalling by a
method we know as morse code, to my friends
at the eavern roof.”

“By my-soul! Ye mean that ye told them
of what has been afoot?” asked the Jittle
doctor in wonder. '

“Yes, and 1 have set them at case,” re-
plied T.ce. “But why do you linger here,
doctor?* Surely there is. much work for you
to do.”

““Ave, in all truth!” replied the doctor
dryly. *“And ’twill be my first task to attend
your own wounds. Are ye not more in-
portant than any of the other men? Thus
1 await your time.”

Nelson Lee started. Until that minute he
had not realised that he was, indeed,
wounded. Yet he had received a sword-thrust
in the fleshy part of his left arm, and he
had been bleeding profusely. His face was
blood-spattered, too, for there was more than
one ugly. gaping gash there.

“You did wrong, Dr. Otto!” he said
sharply. “My own wounds are trivial; other
men are critically hurt. You will please me
if you go to them. I can see after my own
hurts.”

Yet he did not give any attention to him-
self until he had seen to the others. Only
then did he consent to have his injuries bathed
and dressed. Afterwards he felt surprisingly
hetter, and he stood in the open watching
the dawnlight grow stronger in the cavern
roof. He watched, too, the activities aboard
the Porto Marlo, which floated some distance
out in the central lake.

There were a great number of men_ lining
{he lake shore—grim and determined. They
were ready, in case the Black Hawk should
make any attempt to get ashore.

Neclson Lee came to the conclusion that he
had been right in.advising Lord Dorrimore
to take no action. The only way down was
by rope—and that was a Eazardous under-
taking. A two-thousand-foot drop—and, any-
where near the bottom, it would be possible
for the Black Hawk to use cunning methods
whereby he might kill the descending figures.
Yes, it was safer for them to remain above.

“By Heaven!” exclaimed Lee abruptly.

He had scen something which caused his
heart to leap into his mouth. He was not
easily startled—but the thing he now saw
horrified him.

LEE LIBRARY B
The Porto Marlo was lying some distance
out fromm the ecdge of the rock-bound lake;
the Black Hawk and his men, in their re-
treat, had swum to bher, and, climbing
aboard, had secured an excellent refuge.
For there were food supplies on the ship-—-
water,. too—and she would be easy to hold
against any attack. Nelson Lee did not deny
that the Black Hawk’s new stronghold was
an impregnable one. He could only be
attacked by swimming men or by men in
boats. And both methods were fraught with
danger—for those aboard the cruiser could
beat off the attacks with comparative ease.

The cavern people possesscd no fire-arms,
and so the fighting, in the main, was of a
primitive nature. The Porto Marlo, now so
close, was safe. In just the same way the
people on the lake edge were safe. They
could shout to the Black Hawk’s mcen, and
the Black Hawk’s men could shout back; get
they could not harm one another.

Simeon Harke himself, and a number of
his men, were busying themselves round and
about one of the cruiser’s small guns. It was
this fact which had brought such an ejacula-
tion of startled surprise from Lee.

For, untii that minute, he had overiooked
the fact that the Porto Marlo, In spite of
her decrepit condition, was a comparatively
modern war vessel. And her guns—some of
them, at least—were not onlv in good con-
dition. but the pirates had learned how to
operate them.

I.ee rememnbered, vividly, how the tvallow-
ing old battleship had approached the liner
Torania, and had even fired a shell across her
bows. That grim evidence of determination
had impelled the Torania’s skipper to heave
to, and knuckle under to the impudent de-
mands of the pirates.

But a shell fired on the open sea was one
thing—and a shell fired within the confines of
this cavern, large as it was, would be another!
And the Black Hawk and his pirates, know-
ing nothing of modern gunnery, doubtless
had no suspicion of the dreadful dangers
they were risking.

““Is something amiss, Master Lee?”

A man named Tom Swayne, young and
vigorous, and one of the most valiant of the de-
fenders, had joined IL.ece. Aud he could tell
by the very expression on the detective’s face,
that something was wrong. Yet it was
seldom, indeed, that l.ce ever betrayed him-
self in that way.

“Yes, Tom,” he said sharply. “It’s had!
I believe the Black Hawk is preparing to
fire upon us.”

“Fire upon us?” repeated Tom Swayne,
his open face alicht with wonder. “But 1
know not what ye mean, Master Lee!”

“Do vou not know that in modern ships,
such as the Porto Marlo, there are great
steel guns?” said Lee, almost impatiently.
¢ Forgive me, Tom, if I am short with you—
but this matter is deadly serious. The gun
which we see is, as naval guns go, a very
small one. But it can send its shell for
miles.”
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“Miles!” ejaculated the other, staring.

““Yes, for miles—it can drop shells to the
very farther side of the cavern, and beyond,
if there were room. And the shells, when
they strike, burst with hideous effect. You're
lucky, Tom Swayne, in knowing nothing of
modern methods of warfare. For I can
assurc you, they are vile and ghastly.”

Whilst Lee was speaking, his thoughts were
travelling in other directions. He was
appalled. The Black Hawk, in using the
Porto Marlo as his stronghold, had, indeed,
played a master-stroke. For not only was
1+ a floating fortress, but it possessed these
deadly guns; and the pirates knew how to
use them.

And if they did use them with any kind
of skill, the cavern community could, within
an 1ncredibly short time, be wiped completely
out!

CHAPTER 2.
The Firing of the Gun!

IMEON HARKE, sclf-styled the Black
Hawk, might have stepped right out
-of the pages of a buccaneering yarn.
He was a pirate in every inch of
him—and he had a great many inches, too.
He was a man of cnormous proportions,
being fully six feet eight inches in height,
and he was proportionately broad, with great,
massive shoulders and rippling muscles. His
coarse-featured, rugged face was half hidden
by the black beard which festooned his
chin. His brows were thick and prominent,
and his eyes, beneath them, fierce and un-
tamed. |
He was dressed roughly, but picturesquely,
and at his waist hung an enormous cutlass.
His great feet were bare, and the toes, all
splayed out, proved that he had never worn
shoes. None of these People- of the Mist, 1n
fact, wore shoes.

Near . the Black Hawk stood Jonathan
Betts, nearly as massive, red-bearded, ugly.
There were others, too—Simon Lane, Thomas
Reed. Reresby, and all those who were in
the Black Hawk’s favour.

There was personality in this black-bearded
giant; he did not rule his men merely by
brute strength. He was a man of character
and there was something almost hypnotic in
his gaze. Men wilted before him.

He was by nature a braggart and a poser.
He posed now. He had been literally driven
into the lake with his men, and they had
sought refuge aboard the Porto Marlo in
desperation. Yet Simeon Harke now claimed
the full credit for a masterly move.

““The fools think that we are helpless
aboard this craft!” he gloated in a low voice.
‘““‘Bones and blood! They will soon know
differently. They cannot reach us, for the
water separates us from the shore. But, stab
my vitals, we can reach them!”

And he looked eagerly, fiercely, at the gun
upon which a number of men were working.

“Aye, we can reach them!” he went on.
‘““This gun alone can send death to hundreds!
We have but to place one of the hasvy
metal objects in the gun’s end. and it can
be sent hurtling across into the distance,
where it will explode and spread desstruc-
tion.”

He was speaking almost at random. For
he and his men, tinkering with the navai
gun, were like children playing with fire.
They knew a little—and a little knowledge
is dangerous. But they had successfully fired
the gun on the open sca, and at least they
knew how to place the shell in the breach,
how to follow it up with the necessary charge.
All these things had becn learned earlier—
more or less by accident. When they had
fired the gun for the first time they had
unwittingly taken their lives into their hands.
It was luck, more than knowledge, which
had caused that gun to be fired successfully.

And, having done it once, they could do
1t again,

““When all is ready, let the narrow end of
the gun be tilted downwards,” ordered the
Biack Hawk. ‘Thus shall the flying object
be sent into the heart of the town.”

‘“Many will be killed, Sir Chief,” said
Jonathan Betts doubtfully. |

“And what of it?”’ snapped the other. *“I
intend that many shall be killed! And me-
thinks, Jonathan, that one such demonstra-
tion will be all sufficient.”

He paced uwp and down, his features work-
ing gloatingly.

‘““For, see you,” he continued, swinging
upon Betts. ‘“After one such display of
my strength, the people will be afraid. No

longer will they listen to Master Lee! May
his bones rattle and rot! ’Twas he who
gave me the order to surrender. But now
I shall give that order, my friends! The

surrender shall come from the other side!’’

He had the means at his grasp, and he
meant to make full use of those means. As
he had said, one shell would probably be
sufficient. For it would spread such terror
that the people would cease to take notice
of Nelson Lee, and would knuckle under.

‘““A word with you, Simeon Harke!”

The voice came clearly, and the Black
Hawk spun round, his eyes narrowing. He
recognised that voice at once. Now he
beheld Nelson Lee standing upright in a
small boat which was midway between the
ship and the shore. Along the lake side
hundreds of people were standing, watching
and listening intently.- Nelson Lee had his
hand on his automatic pistol; and it occurred
to him even then that it might be better
for all concerned if he put a bullet straight
away iInto Simeon Harke’s heart. Yet it
was impossible for the dectective to take any
such drastic action. Killing men in cold
blood was not in his line—even though such
an act might save the lives of many others*‘*

“So ye would have speech with me, Master
Lee,” shouted the Black Hawk mockingly,
as he went to the rail and leaned against
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it. “By my bones! Come ye, then, to
make terms?” .

¢ No. I make no terms with men like you,
Simeon Harke!” replied Lee curtly. *‘You
have almost run the length of your rope,
and if you are a man of sense you will put
an end to this madness—"

“Stab my vitals!” roared the other. * You
come, then, to taunt me? Know ye what I
intend ?”

“I think I do.” replied Lece. *“You're
planning to fire that gun!”

‘““ Aye, ’tis so!”

““Then you are a fool, Harke!” said I.ee
sharply. “ What do you know of steel guns,
and the high-explosive shells which are pro-
jected from them? You tinker with death,
my friend!”’

‘“ Aye, death for the traitorous degs who

turned against me!” agreed the Black Hawk.

“Death for all!” corrected Leec. “That is
why I am here—to warn you. You think to
fire that gun, and to strike terror into the
hearts of the people. But you know nothing
of the possible consequences? Do you know
what happens when a gun 1s fired, and when
there 1s a great explosion?”

“I do, indeed!” snarled Simcon Harke.
‘‘Men dic—and they die untidily!”

““There is more in it than that,” con-
tinued Lee. “When an explosion occurs
there 1s a great displacement of the air—a
tremendous disturbance. Out on the opcen
sea 1t is a matter of no importance. But what
do you think might happen in this cavern,
large as it 13?7 You mad fool! If you fire
that gun, there is a possibility that the whole
cavern will crash down. Not only will your
enemies be destroyved, but you and your own
men, too. This island is hollow, and it is
of curious formation. A shock, such as the
firing of a gun, might well cause it to crash
down 1nto the Sargasso.”

Nelson Lee was exaggerating—but he
meant to. At all costs Simeon Harke must
be prevented from firing the gun. Even if
the cavern did not collapse, it was inevitable
that there should be so minor disturbances.
For the concussion, in that confined space,
would be terrific.

It was a fact which the Black Hawk did
not rcalise, a fact of which he had no know-
ledge.

None of these men had any knowledge of
the laws of dynamics. They thought the
firing of the gun wouid be just as simple
here, as in the open. And, lacking this
knowledge, they regardtd Nelson Lee's warn-
ing as a trick.

“Rot my skin! Do ye, then, take me for
a simpleton?” demanded the Black Hawk in
anger. “Here I have the means to make the
people bend to my will, and you come with
theose paltry lies on your lips, thinking to
affright me! The gun shall be fired, and
thus shall I announce my triumph.”

“Thus shall you wreak untold destruc-
tion!”’ retorted Nelson Lee. “I am warn-
ing you, Harke. I know more of -modern
guns than you—and I am telling you, in all

Now on Sale. 7

truth, that you fire that gun at your own
risk. The first shot might not bring com-
plete destruction, but it will certainly have
a greater cffect than you intend. You are
playing with death.”

Something 1n his tone caused a wave of
uncasiness to pass through many of the
listeners. The Black Hawk’s men were be-
ginning to glance at one another, and those
glances contained doubts, misgivings. Many
of the men looked at the gun with a new
interest—a new dread. They had always been
more or less afraid of 1it, but now their fear
was becoming tangible.

‘““Maybap the stranger is right, Sir Chief,”
mutiered Jonathan DBetts. “When all i3
said, we know nought of the effects of such
strange weapons——"'

“So, fool, you heed his words!” snarled
the Black Hawk, spinning round upon him.
“You are trapped and deluded by his cun-
ning talk. Bah! Get out of my sight before
I strike ye! DMen, get the gun ready! Let
it be fired as I have instructed!”

He strode across the deck towards the
gun, and the men, seeing his bearing, flew
to obey his command. For in such a mood
as this the Hawk was capable of striking a
man dead if he but hinted. at disobedience.

‘““ Remember what I have said, Harke!”
came Nelson Lee’s urgent voice. ““Man
alive, for your own sake do not fire that
gun! I am attempting no trick "

Lee broke off, realising the futility of his
appcal. Again he was minded to wuse hie
automaric. But what was the use? If he
killed the Black Hawk, the other pirates
would be so infuriated that they themselves
would fire the gun. And Lee could not kill
them all.

As soon as the boat had reached the lake
side Lee leapt ashore. and he now saw that
half a dozen men, stripped to the waist, were
busy about the gun. The muzzle of it was
swinging round, and the weapon was being
dirccted at the township. The Black Hawk
was shoutiné; violently, and it would only be
a matter of minutes now before the dread
thing happened.

““What can we do, Master Lee?” asked
Tom Swayne. |

“Nothing!” replied T.ce grimly. * These
fools intend to fire the gun, and Heaven
alone knows what the consequences will be.
We can do nothing but wait.”

“Would it not be as well to
people 2"

warn the

““Yes, of course,” said Lee quickly. ¢ What
a fool I am! In considering the possibilities
I have neglected the certainty. The shell will
inevitably: explode near the town, if not
actually in the town. Have all the pcople
removed.”

He himself ran at full tilt into the town-
ship. And he and Tom Swayne, with others
they had collected on the way, shouted the
warning. People ran out of the little houses,
and although there was no panic, there was
a. great deal of fright. Women and children
were sent far away, beyond the outskirts of
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the town. And soon there was a. general
exodus. Men, women and children were
stre}z:ming out by every available road and
path.

The Black Hawk was not slow to see what
was. happening—and this further evidence of
Nelson Lee’s activity filled him with fresh
rage.

“What hinders?” he rapped - out, as he
went amongst the perspiring men. “Dolts!
Cattle! Why do ye not fire the gun? The
people are escaping, and not one will die
unless ye are quick!”

‘““Stand back, Sir Chief!” said one of the
men. “We are ready.”

“’Tis* well for ye!” snarled the other.

He took good care to not only stand back,
but to get on the far side of the deck. For,
apart, he was mortally afraid of this great
weapon of steel. There were others like it
on this ship, but this particular gun was the
only one the men had experimented with.

Boom-ooooom-0o000om-O00M !

Terrific lurid flames leapt from the gun’s
muzzle, accompanied bywa great belch of
black smoke. Men about the gun fell in all
drections, screaming with fear. The Porto
Marlo almost rocked, and the, men on. the
lake side fell to the ground—not because
they were hurt, but because some instinct
warned them to lie flat. And all about them
the terrific roar of the report echoed and re-
echoed in the most bewildering and terrify-
ing fashion. It rolled round the cavern
sides, it went wupwards, was beaten back
again, and the sound was like the deafen-
ing peals of continuous thunder.

And, accompanying 1t, came the whining
screech of the shell; but only for
second. Then——

Craaaaash—--boooom!

The gun had becen badly aimed. The
shell, instead of striking into the heart of
the township, hit the rock wall of the cavern
a hundred feet from the ground. That second
explosion, followed by the crashing of the
gock, was even more terrifying than the
rst. |

The ground was shaking under Nelson
Lee’s feet as from an earthquake. He stood
there, his face pale and drawn; at any
moment he expected the vast rock walls to
come crumbling down, burying every living
soul beneath the millions of tons of rock.

But this disaster did not happen.

The concussion was not sufficient. A great
wave of air struck Lee, and nearly rolled him
over. He stood against it, and even as he
stared round, he saw masses of rock falling
from the cavern sides. Thousands of tons
fell iIn one place, in a great, devastating
avalanche. The dust arose in dense clouds.
Far away, in other parts of the cavern, the
wlalls were disturbed, and minor collapees took
place.

But the most dramatic of all the happenings
was the sudden flickering of the great flares
which formed an almost complete ring round
the great cavern. Many, many years ago, the
earlier settlers had discovered that there was

a brief

‘a strange natural gas oozing out from amongst
the rocks. They had harnessed this gas, and
later generations had constructed crude, but
effective, burners. These had been developed,
and improved; and to-day they stretched all
round the cavern—hundreds of them, each one
flaring with its own particular gas jet. In
this way the deficiency of sunlight was made
up, and the heat from the jets—which were
about two hundred feet above the level of
the floor—allowed the air within the cavern
to be always pure, for the circulation was
improved. Those burners, and those gas jets,
represented the work of many generations.

And now, at a blow, the flares flickered,
they died down, and burst out again with
double their normal fury. And the roar of
the flames could be heard distinctly. Then,
as though the gas had been cut off at the
main, every jet flickered, died away, and
went out.

The great cavern was plunged into semi.
darkness.

“By James!” muttered Lee, blinking.

He, at least, knew what had happened.
Everybody else was bewildered—including the
Black Hawk. It was comparatively early
morning, and the sun was not yet shining
fully through the great hole in the roof. So
the blotting out of the gas jets left the whole
place in this semi-gloom.

Nelson Lee’s main emotion was one of
thankfulness. The greater disaster had not
happened. But he knew that it must have
been precariously near. Even now the very
foundations of the cavern might have been
rocked, so that further collapses would oecur
—either soon, or at some distant date.

The great collapse of rock, due ‘to the
exploding shell, had doubtless struck right
at the heart of the gas supply. That gas
unquestionably came up from the bowels of
the earth, and it found its entry by means of
a great fissure in the rocks. And the main
fissure must have been either blocked, or
fractured. And so every gas jet had been
extinguished.

And the possibilities—now—were more sig-
nificant than ever. |

On the deck of the Porto Marlo the Black
Hawk was standing like a man transfixed.
From every side came hoarse cries of terror.
His own men, as well as the people on the
land, were stricken with fear by what had
happened. Simeon Harke himself was look-
ing grey. |

“Bones and blood!” he muttered hoarsely.
“I thought the cavern was coming down on
my head—even as the stranger foretold !”

““Fool—fool I’ panted Jonathan Betts, be-
side himself with fear and fury. ‘“Why did
yve not heed Master Lee? He warned you!”

‘“Aye, ye are a fool, Simeon Harke!”
shouted Simon Lane.

The Hawk’s other lieutenants were round
him, cursing him, and for once he did not
turn upon them. He stood like a stunned
man.

It was he, by his wilfulness, who had
brought about this disaster—for the firat time
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in his life, he adinitted by his very silence,
that he had blundered.

CHAPTER 3.
A Great Ravine.

66 FIAT was that?"" asked Nipper, with
a jump.
“Larthquake!” gulped Hand-

forth, nearly choking.
They were sitting at a meal, in camp, and

Inch by inch Dorrimore crept round the narrow ledge ;
roared and thundered into unknown depths.

hurtling to doom !

the morning sunshire was streaming kindly
down from the blue sky. Lord Dorrimore
and Umlost and Nipper and IHandforth and
Amanda had all rested—after their exciting
adventure amongst the DBeast Men, during
the night—and now they were feeding. There
had secmed nothirg to worry about. Nel:on
T.ee had esiznalied that everything was all
right for the time being, and, as Dosrie had

remarked, ‘‘all they had to do was to cool
their heels.”

Boom.,

It was not so much a sound as a feeling
in the air. H¥andforth, with his mouth full,
staggered to his feet. He felt sure that he
had detected the ground rocking beneath him.
And the thought of an earthquake had in-
stantly leapt into his mind.

Evervthing was very peaceful here, in this

before him the falling body of water

One false step, and the explorer would be sent

camp. The 8ky Wanderer, Dorrie’'s fire
mouoplane, stood near by. But now she was
sadly damaged owinz to a charge of the
great monsters which roamed wupon this
1slund.  All around a sliin. but effective, pali-
sade of steel girders had been erected. The
protection was not needed now. since ~the
Beast Men were disposed to be friendly.
“That was no earthquake,’ said Lord Dor-
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rimore, his keen, clean-shaven face aflame
with sudden excitement. ‘It was an explo-
sion! An’ there was a second one, too—
immediately followin’ the first.”

““Oh, look!”’ cried Amanda, pointing.

I1er finger indicated the direction of the
great mile-wide ‘‘crater ”’ which was really
the roof opening «t the cavern. And they
could »all see a curious, filmy vapour arising
into the clear air.

‘““ An explosion in the cavern!” ejaculated
Nipper, his face changing. ‘‘My goodness!

And the guv’nor’s down there!”

“I'll bet it’s some of Simeon Harke’s rotten
work!” said Handforth ferociously. *The
dirty dog! By Geoarge! Why aren’t we there
—sharing Mr. Lee’s dangers? It’s—it’s rotten
being stuck up here, like this!’’

They forgot their meal, and, with one
accord, they ran from the enclosure,, and
hurried across the strange country with its
moss-like grass, and its %ungus, towards the
‘“crater.” Umlosi, the great Kutana Chief,
was as concerned as anybody.” For he had a
great love for “Umtagati,”’ as he called Lee.

Dorrie’s thoughts were busy. He was a
shrewd man, and he remembered “the old
Porto ‘Marlo, lying in the lake, far below.
e believed, that moment, that the battle-
ship’s magazine had exploded, and he was
rather hoping that the Black Hawk and all
his men had perished. Such an end would
be fitting enough. They deserved it.

Dorrie, in spite of the strangeness of the
situation, was as immaculate as ever. He
had donned a clean suit of white. He was
clean-shaven, his chin fresh from the razor,
and his hair was scrupulously brushed. Nipper
and Handforth, too, were looking very tidy
to-day.

“It’s not smoke, Dorrie!”’
as he ran. *It’s dust!”

“By the Lord Harry! You’re right?’
agreed his lordship. ‘‘There must have been
a mighty bust-up down there.”

The filmy vapour arising from the
‘““crater ”’ was no longer filmy. Clouds of
dust were arising, and that great opening
looked more than ever like the real crater
of a volcano! The same fear was in every
heart, as the adventurers ran. They dreaded
the fate that might have overtaken Nelson
Lee. Amanda, for her part, was distressed
by the thought of what might have happened
“to her people. For she had many friends
down there, in the cavern. That place was
ihrer whole life, for she was one of the People
of the Mist.

At last they reached the rocky ground, and,
running over this, they approached the edge
of the great chasm. The dust was thinning
now, and, mercifully, there had been no
further ominous rumblings or crashings.
Approaching the abyss, they went on all fours,
Dorrie careless of soiling his white clothes.
Soon they were stretched out, their heads
overhanging the brink.

‘““‘Hallo!” said Dorrie,
flares are out!”

panted Nipper,

at once. ‘‘The

“They could see nothing. They were
staring down into a pit of utter blackness—
a vast, mysterious void. It was as though a
fog arose, concealing everything.

‘““ Perhaps its the dust!”’ said Nipper. “That
would hide the flares, wouldn’t it ?™

““No,” replied Lord Dorrimore, pointing.
““Look down there—the sun is slantin’ in just
at that one spot—an’ we could even see the
reflection of the lake water. Most of the
dust has cleared away. 1 dare say we shall
be able to see bhetter soon, after our eyes
have grown accustomed to the change. We'd.
better shade our eyes with our hands. Did
anybody bring some glasses?*’

“Yes, I did,” said Nipper, who had bin-
cculars In his hands. “I'm going to take a
squi|nt-. You’re right, Dosrie! The flares are
out!”

““Something must have happened when that
explosion took place,” nodded Dorrie. ‘ Well,
anyway, the cavern is still here, an' that’s
something! And by what I can see, there
hasn’t been any tremendous catastrophe.”

““I can see men moving about, “exclaimed
Nipper suddenly. “Yes, my eyes are used
to the change now. Look, Amafda! Perhaps
you can see! I think the town is unharmed,
and that means that nobody has——"

“Look!” yelled Handforth excitedly.
““What’s that twinkling little point of light?
I believe it's Mr. Lee—signalling to us again
in morse!”’

“By glory! You’re right!” said Dorrie,
producing a torch of his own. ‘‘He doesn’t
know we're here—but he’s havin’ a shot.”

He quickly signalled.

And at once the reply came. Nelson Lea
had scen that tiny light—visible only through
a telescope, for the daylight, above, hid it
from the naked eye. Lee had been expecting

‘that his friends would be anxious, and heo

wished to allay their fears.

“Hawk fired gun—but won’t do 1t again—
nobody killed!”

That was the message which Nelson Lee
morsed, and it brought tremendous relief to
Lord Dorrimore and his companions,

““The infernal fooll” eaid his lordship.
“Do you understand, you kids? The Hawk
actually fired one of the Porto Marlo’s guns—
down in the cavern! It’s a wonder he didn’{
bust up the whole island!”’

‘““ But—but why, sir 7’ asked Handforth, be-
wildered. ‘

“Why ?”’ retorted Dorrie. “You ignorant
young ass! Don’t you know what happens
when a gun is fired? Think of the terrific
displacement of air—an’ think what it means
when that air is displaced within a confined
rock cavern. It might have been enough to
bust the whole cavern to bits!”

‘““Oh, my only sainted aunt!”’ ejaculated
Handforth, looking startled. “I get you now,
sir !’

“In fact, there’s only one recason why the
big catastrophe was averted,” went on Dorrie.
“This is i1t—this mile-wide hole in the roof.
It acted as a sort of safety valve. Everythin’
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scems to be all right, except that the gas
meter has gone on strike.”

Dorrie did not realise—then—just what that

meant. It did not occur to hum that when
" night came the cavern would be plunged into
inky, stygian darknress. And that was a con-
ditiori which the cavern had not been in for
countless yvears. For those flares had burned
continuously, decade after decade. ‘Those
People of the Mist had never known rcal
darkness. But now they were to Lknow it
with all its terrors—and the added terror of
the Black Hawk, lurking in that darkness,
waiting to strike.

“Visitors!”’
He had heard a sound of queer
chattering; and now, looking up,
he beheld large numbers of the Beast Men
gathering round the rim of the *‘crater.”

They were queer looking creatures, these.
Frehistoric man! They were well built, of
good physique, and they were very bhairy.
At one time the adventurers had believed
that the Beast Men were hairy all over—and
it was for that reason they had been dubbed
‘“Beast Men.”” It was really an undeserved
insult. For the primitive humans wore cloth-
ing of dried creeper, which was not ualike
hair—although it was only possible to make
this mistake in the moonlight, or starlight.
During the open day, it was obvious enough
that the natives were clothed.

But with their bearded faces, their tangled
hair, they looked startling enough. Seen for
the first time, and in great numbers, they
were terrifying. But experience had told the
adventurers that these pcople were by no
means warlike,

They only attack, in the first place, be-
cause they held this cavern cavity in awe, as
a sacred place. DBut they were not unfriendly
now. Dorrie and the dthers had saved two
of the Beast Mer when they were dying—had
attended their wounds, and had sent them
back to their people.

It was this gesture which had brought the
warfare on the 1sland top to an abrupt end.

No doubt the Beast Men had been attracted
now by the rumblings, and by the strange
dust which had arisen from the great cavity.
They were full of curiosity—they were like
inqaisitive children.

But it was impossible to acquaint them
with the truth, for there was no method by
which Dorrie could talk to them. They did
not know English, and he was completely
bafHed by their queer, chattering language.

A great many of the Beast Men were danc-
ing about, and pointing continuously in one
direction. They were gesticulating, too,
grinning, and their friendlincss was almost
painful.

“They want us to go!”
dubiously.  ‘“Dash it!
escaped them for a bit!”

He was remembering the previous night.
The Beast Men had taken them to a native
village, and there had ben a regular orgy of

NHALLO!" said Dorrie, looking round.

said Dorrie
I thought we had
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dancing and _reveli'y. None of the adven-
turers were likely to forget it. X¥or it had
been a weird, eerie scene.

It was no longer possible for them to remain
at the crater top. Ior the primitive men
were actually pgripping them, and hauling
them away. And when they indicated, by
signs, that they wished to return to their
own camp, the Beast Men vigorously shook
their heads, and made noisy cries.

“We shall have to go with ’em, Dorrie,”
said Nipper, exaspcrated. ¢ There’s nothing
cise for 1t.”

‘““Manzie is right, O N’'Kose,” said Umlosi.
“For ’tis folly to resist the friendly overtures
of such people-as this. They are like to
make a mistake, and think we are scornful
of their hospitality. And that is a quick road
to enmity.”’

“I know it, old friend,” agreed Dorrie.
““Haven’t I had enough experience of savages
in all parts of the world? Unless yvou treat
them right, they’re liable to turn on you.”

So, passively, the little party allowed itself
to be led along. And presently more of the

Beast Men appcared, and not a few of the
women of the tribe, too. In full daylight it
could be seen that the women were much
casier to look upon than the men. They
had fair skin, and their faces were by no
means coarse or savage. Most of them
took great care of their long tresses, and
these lowed in the breeze quite becomingly.
And in their strange creeper dresses they
looked almost attractive. There were a good
many children in sight, once the rocky
country was left behind. The smaller ones
were completely unciothed, and it came to
the adventurers, with something of a shock,
that these kiddies were extraordinarily like
kiddies in any other part of the world. In-
deed, 1t was a sin and a shame to call these
people ‘‘Beast Men.”  The older childreu
wore grassy clothing—although abbreviated—
like their elders.

“I suppose it’s another giddy dance!” said
Handlorth. “I hope to goodness they don’t
feed us again! 1 don't know what the
dickens we ate last night, but it tasted like
boiled fungus to me, with some sort of rummy
meat mixed up with it. I wonder if they
catch those Pteradactyls, and chop them up,
and put them in the stew pot?”

But it was evident that there was to be
no meal this time. In fact, the primitives
did not take their guests to the village at
all, but led them between two sharply rising
hills into a narrow valley. And, having
passed through this, the adventurers met with
a stunning surprise.

On both sides of them rose dense * forests
of the strange fungus which grew in such
profusion on the island top. So enormous
were these fungoid growths, that, coming in
the night, they looked like real trees. They
were of tremendous height, and of grotesque
shape. = But the explorers had become so
accustomed to the sight of the fungus that
they no longer paid any attention.
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Dorrie, however, caught his breath in as
he saw something else. They were just
emerging from the valley, and ahead of them,
instead of a further stretch of the same kind
of countryside, there was—nothing.

Dorrie blinked. According to his calcula-
tions, they were nowhere near’the precipice
edge of the island. Yet, here, straight in
front of him, there was a vast gap. He
strode onwards, watched wonderingly, and
soon the mystery was explained.

He and his companions stood at the very
top of a great ravine—an enormous gash in
the island, which cut down for over a thou-
sand feet. Dorrie was irresistibly reminded
of the Grand Canyon of Colorado. For,
until one came suddeniy upon the canyon, its
existence could not even be guessed at,

It was the same with this ravine. They
saw 1t suddenly—a great, green-sided gash
in the island, cutting straight down into its
very heart—indeed, right down to its base.

““Great Scott!” ejaculated ¥ipper, 1n awe.
““ But—but it’s impossible!” gasped Hand-
forth,

They could only stand and stare after that.
The sunshine was slanting down on the
opposite terraces of the ravine. Yes, terraces,
There were endless rows of them, criss-cross-
ing the steep hillside, and obviously the
handiwork of man.

More amazing still, on the lower slopes,
which were more gentle in gradient, the
grass was gloriously green, and animals, look-
ing like dots, far below, were grazing. They
were not monster animals, but appeared to
be goats, or some such creatures. And there
were herds of them. And not far distant
there were trees

Real trees! Not fungoid growths, like that
which grew on the island top, but clumps of
honest-to-goodness trees and bushes, with
their leaves gently waving in the ehght
breecze.

And on closer examination, the watchers
saw that the terraces were cultivated; vege-
tables of some kind were growing in evel
rows, and working on the terraces were quite
a few of the womenfolk.

“Well, this knocks me out!”’ ejaculated
Dorrie. *‘*“And we call these people Beast
Mecen! So this i3 how they live! This is their
reai part of the island, when they’re not
indulgin’ in any warlike activities, or frenzied
orgies.. Upon my word! Lee will be glad
to know of this?!’

“Why ?” asked Nipper.

“Because he had an uncanny hunch, from
the very first, that the Beast Men were really
ali right,” replied Dorrie. ‘‘Remember that
time we had a regular battle? Well, Lee
didn’t like firin’ on the beggars then, and,
you see, he was right.”

“Wau! These people are gentle people,
N.Kose,”” said Umlosi. ‘“‘For have we not
seen that in normal days they live peacefully
on the land, following their simple pursuits.
And are not their womenfolk, and children
of comeiy appearance? Yonder, on the
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further brim of the ravine, pestles the great
central village.” |

Until now the others had had no eyes for
the country beyond the ravine. But when
they looked following the direction of
Unmlosi’s out-thrust arm, they saw a consider-
able hut-township very much bigger than tho
settlement they had already visited.

The effect of this revelation upon the ad-
venturers was. in a way, profound. They
no longer felt that they were in a land of
grotesque mystery, where monstrous creatures
roamed, and where beast-iike humans lurked.
This island, alihough set amid the mist and
weed of the Sargasso, was, after all, a part
of the real warld. |

And it was for the adventurers to put ik
on the map.

CHAPTER 4.

Through the Waterfall.

¢ OOK at those huts!” said Nipper sud-
denly. ‘“They’re not a bit like the
huts of the other village. I believe
. they’re made of stone.” -

‘“By gad, you’re right!?’’ said Lord Dorri-
more. ‘‘Thic lost tribe is a genuine relic of
the Stone Age! And after what we’ve seen
to-day we're not going to call them ° Beast
Men ' any more.’

‘““It’s a bit insulting, sir,” admitted Hand-
forth, with a grin. “But what else can we
call them ?”

“Islanders,” replied Dorrie promptly.
““That’s short an’ snappy. And we can call
Amanda’s people the Settlers. By glory!
Look at this great ravine—look how it cuts
right down to the very base of the island.
Yet it’s no more than a basin, with these
steep, terraces sides on every hand.”

“In a way, it’s just like the big cavern,”
said Nipper thoughtfully. ““Only this one
is inverted, with the wide part at the top.”

The Beast Men—or Islanders, as Dorrie pre-
ferred to call them—were making eloquent
signs. They wanted their new friends to
accompany them round the edge of the great
cully to the township of stone huts. This,
clearly, was their real home. The other vil-
lages, dotted here and there, were just isolated
campingz places, placed handy, perhaps, for
hunting purposes.

The march recommenced, but it was over
all too soon, for Dorrie and his companions
were fascinated by the vista which stretched
out below them They were eager to get into
close contact with the real grass and the real
trees.”

“We’ll go down there, after the formalities
are over,”” declared Dorrie. ““We must shake
hands with those trees!" '

They were soon in the stone town. It was
bigger than they had believed, and crowds
of the Islanders were waiting to receive them
—with every demonstration of friendliness.

The ‘“town?” had not been laid out with
any symmetry; there were no streets. The
stone huts, of various sizes, were dotted at
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random here and there, and there were a
great many of them. They were built,
mostly, out of the brown rock which was
to be found in such abundance on the island.
The roofs, for the most part, were of earth,
and were sprouting with miniature fungoid
growths. None of the huts had any doors,
but low, irregular shaped-doorways, and to-
wards the centre of Stonetown—as Dorrie had
already dubbed the place—there was a wide,
open space, of irregular shape. Here there
was the largest hut of all, and in front of it
stood a massive Ielander. He was slightly
taller than his fellows, and he carried a great
weapon, not unlike an axe, fashioned from
stone. Across his shoulders hung a curious
chain, the links of which had been laboriously
and ingeniously carved from the solid rock.
Dorrie wondered how the links had been
joined together, for there was no evidence of
joining.

On this man’s head, too, there was a quaint,
conical head-dress of creeper. He had a cer-
tain dignity about him, and he was waving
his arms up and down as an evidence of
friendship. Flanking him, on either side,
were two other men, wearing the stone chaiuns,
but they had no head-dresses.

““This chap seems to be the king of the
tribe,” murmured Nipper.

‘““He reminds me of Horatiuzs holding the
bridge,” said Lord Dorrimore cheerfully.
‘““And those chappies on either side of him
must be Spurius Lartius and Herminius.”

‘“He wants us to come nearver,” said Hand-
forth. i

Horatius was making all manner of signe
which the guests did not understand. But,
on the whole. the ceremonies passed off very
well. The adventurers were more and more
mmpressed. They were left with no doubt in
their minds regarding the amicable feelings
f their hosts. It became clear, too, after a
while, that Horatius—and that name stuck
to him for good—was thanking Dorrie & Co.
for the manner in which the two injured
Islanders had been treated.

No doubt this primitive people was awed
by the extraordinary rapidity of the injured
men’s recovery. For they knew nothing of
antiseptics and healing ointments. The
manner in which the patients wounds had
healed was very akin to magic.

““Tt is wondrous, indeed, to find these people
so gentle,” murmured Amanda, as she held
on to Handforth’s arm. ‘YWe of the cavern
" had always believed them to be bestial and
terrible.” :

“But how could you know anything about
them—down there?” asked Handforth, in
wonder. |

‘““It so happened, at infrequent times, that
one of these rough men fell from the great
hole in the cavern roof,” replied the girl, with
a little shudder. ~ ‘“‘Such a great fall always
caused death—and thus we were never able to
rightly judge.”

“YT think I understand, ’said Handforth,
with a nod. ‘“Now and again these Islanders
go off the deep end, don’t they? They have
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fanatical dances round the rim of the ¢crater.’
And in their wild excitement, one or two of
them, no doubt, topple over.”

The fact that the Islanders could not under-
stand their visitors language, and the added
fact that Dorrie & Co. could not understand
a single word of the Islanders’ chattering
lingo, made communication difficult. Yet,
Dorrie, by signs, made Horatius understand
that he desired to be escorted down into the
great ravine. And as soon as Horatius under-
stood, he turned to Spurius Lartins and
Herminius and talked to them rapidly, assist-
ing his speech by many gesticulatiouns.

And Spuwrius Lartius and Herminius, in
turn, raced about, gathering men together.
Soon there was quite a commotion. A large
body of the Islanders formed themselves into
a column, and Lord Dorrimore and his comn-
panions were invited to take their places in
the column. .

“This 1s good!” grinned his lordship.
“They’re doin’ the thing in styvle. Now for
the grass—and the trees! If we’re lucky, we
might be able to bag some fresh vegetables
for the stewpot. Gad! That would be a
welcome change of diet, eh?”

Yery soon they were descending the steep
ravine. The terraces were so made that there
were hard, weli-worn pathways, zigzagging
down the precipitous slope. And the com-
pauny descended in single file, with the guests
in the central position,

So interested were they in all thev saw
that, for the time being, they completely for-
got Nelson Lee and the trials and tribulations
of the cavern people. They forgot the sinister
Black Huwk and his desperadoes. Everything
about them was fascinating.

The nature of the vegetation changed
gradually as they descended. At the upper
part of the ravine, the *‘grass’ was spongy
and mossy, as on the island top itself. Theie
were any amount of the strange fungoid
bushes and sprawling trees. But as they
descended the terraces they found, in places,

patches of homely looking weeds and grass.

And the terraces themsives were roughly
planted with vegetation of a ° familiar
character.

The lower slopes were more gentle, and the
very bottom of the ravine resolved itself into
a great shallow cup, where grasses grew knee-
high, and where clumps of trees raised their
leafy branches aloft. )

It was an 1mpgressive scene when the party
had reached the bottom. On every hand
arose the mighty hills, with the zig-zagging
pathways and terraces showing in the sun-
shine. And down here there was scarcely a
breath of wind—and the heat was quite
tropical. Dotted here and there, amongst
the trees, were graceful palms, and in many
places there were natural springs, and tiny
rivulets gushed down, singing musically—
with, here and there, little cascading water-
falls.

Lord Dorrimore was looking keen. Nipper
felt sure that his lordship had had a definite
purpose in coming down td the bottom of the
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gully. And now that purpose became evident.
For Dorrie was taking no notice of the scenic

beauties, but was concentrating his attention

npon a black gash, a forbidding gap, which
showed in one quarter of the hollow. It was
more wild at that end, with brown rocks
showing amidst the green.

‘I spotted that from the top,” said Donrrie,
as he noticed that Umlosi and Nipper were
watching him closely., ‘It looks to me like
a big cave, or the entrance to a natural
tunnel. Might be worth while exploring it.”

““Why 7"’ asked Nipper curiously.

““Nothin’, only 1 have a hunch—— But I
won’t say too much,” said Dorrie. “Perhaps
I’'m all- wrong. But before comin’ down into
this gully, I made a careful note of our bear-
ings, and I .calculated distances, too. This
tunnel looks promising—that’s all.” :

“Thinkest thou then, N’Kose, that there
might be some entry into the grcat cavern?”
asked Umlosi shrewdly. | .

““By Jove!” said Nipper, hi¥ eyes burning.
“So that’s your hunch,: Dorrie? Dut—buf
1t’s 1npossible!’’
lf‘That’s& what I think,” nodded his lord-
S11DP. - R

“1f there was any way into the big cavern,
ihese Islanders would “have discovered 1t
donkey’s years ago,”” went on Nipper. “‘And
the Settlers would have discovered it, too.”’

‘“Fxactly,” agreed Dorrie. * That’s why I
don’t think there’s a chance in a thousand
—— However, it won’t do any harm to hav
a look.” - :

He made his wishes known to Spurius
I.artius, who appcared to be in charge of
the party. Doirie pointed to the black open-
ing,
his face. Spurius lLartius opened - his eyes
wider, and instantly an expression of con-
sternation, almost of fright, came into his

hairy face. He shook his head vigorously,
and’ made energetic gesticulations.  These
signs were more cloquent than words.

Clearly, that black gap in the hillside was
to be avoided.

Many of the other Islanders were looking
scared, too, and they were all shaking their
heads. @ Nevertheless, Dorrie insisted upon
moving nearer and nearer, and Nipper and
Umlosi and the others kept him company.
The Islanders became more and more reluc-
tant as they grew nearer to the rock opening.

“They seem to be I{rightened, Dorrie,”
said Nipper. ‘““Do you think it’s wise i1n
going against their wishes?”

“It’s because they’re frightened that 1
want to have a closer look,’’ replied Dorrie.
““There must be some reason for their atti-
tude. And what may be terrifying to their
primitive minds may have a very simple ex-

planation.”
“True words, my father,” said Umlosi,
nodding. ‘‘Mayhap there is a secret here

which thou and I can easily understand.”
The party had now reached the frowning
rocks, and it could be secen that the black
hole penetrated deeply. It was much larger
than Nipper had at first believed. The open-

. You others remain out here.

and there was an inquiring look on
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ing was like the entrance to a great cave,
being about fifteen feet in height, and twenty
feet in width. And, inside, there was a dry,
rocky floor, and intense blackness beyond.
Spurius Lartius was again shaking his
head, and indicating that they had better
leave. But Lord Dorrimore was intensely
curious. He did not want to leave—yet.
“We’ll test the beggars,’”” he said.

And, drawing Nipper to his side, he pointed
to Nipper and himself, and then he pointed
into the cave. |

Spurius Lartius looked relieved, for it
became clear to him that Dorrie did not desire
any of the Islanders to enter the cave. Yet,
at the same time, Spurius Lartius appeared
doubtful. -

““Well, he doesn’t shake his head, and for-
bid us to enter,”” said Dorrie. ‘‘That’s some-
thin’. Come on, Nipper. We’ll dodge in
before they can start rasin’ any objcctions.
We’ll soon be
back.”

Dorrie and Nipper walked boldly forward,
and although the Islanders chattered noisily
amongst themselves, no-attempt was made to
forcibly prevent the entry. And soon Dorrie
and Nipper had completely vanished into the
blackness. |

“Well, that was one way of doin’ it,”
chuckled his lordship. *“We took them by
surprise—we were in before they could collect
their thoughts. Jove! 1It’s black 1n here!

Got your torch?”

*‘ You bet!” said Nipper, flashing it on.

“1 thought you had—that’s why 1 invited
you to come with me,”“ said his lordship,
switching on his own electric torch. ‘‘Mind
you, I don’t suppose for a moment that this
investigation will lead anywhere. But in this
life you never know.”

As they penetrated more deeply into the
cave, they found that Lord Dorrimore’s
original theory was proving to be true. The
opening was iIndeed ithe entrance to a tunnel
which cut deeply into the rock of the island.
It was a great natural fissure. The light from
the clectric torches seemed feeble after the
bright sunshine. But after they had pene-
trated to a distance of about a hundred
yards, their eyes were more accustomed to
the blackness, and they were able to see
more distinctly, Glancing back, Nipper could
see the figures outside, collected about the
entry. But when he turned everything was
pitchy. Lord Dorrimore was still walking on,
and Nipper hastened to join him. Truth to
tell, they were both becoming rather excited.

There was something mysterious and
thrilling about this adventure..

‘““Listen!’ said Nipper suddenly.

They had penetrated much more deeply,
and a slight turn in the tunnel cut them
completely off from the entry. They were
alone in the intense darkness—and ahead of
them still stretched the tunnel, as wide as ever,
And out of the mysterious depths came a low,
throbbing sound, quivering and beating the
air.

t*Thal’s deucedly rummy,” said Dorrie,
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In the dim light of the cavern, Nipper and Handy saw the swimmears.
panted Nipper.

‘“ They’ve got th2 guv'nor, and there’s something wronz therea ! ™

‘¢ Grabanoar!*
Silently

the little toat sped across the black water !

?

“Think we ought to oo on, sir¥
“My dear young ass., don’t ask such potty

questions,”” retorted Dorrie.  “You know
darned well that we ought to go on. Don’t

b ]

vou know that I'm immqusitive by nature?

“l mean, the I:slanders might be getting
impatient g

“Torget ’em,” said Dorrie. *“Come on!
We're goi’ to find out the secret of this
place.”

They pressed on, walking much more
ranidly now, for they could see distinctly.
The beams of their torchlichts splashed ahead,
and there were no pitfalls in their path. The
Hoor of the tunne! was rough In places, but
thevy encountered mnothine to hinder their
quick progress,

And as they walked the throbhhing murmur
became louder and lovder—until, 1ndeod, It
wae a  continu roar, beating throobing
acainst their ear diuins,

“SQounds like a roaring gale!” shoutedl
Nipper. “I wonder if 1t's caused by an air
current of any kind 77

“Water!”’ roared Dorrvie.
the dampness in the air?”’

1o
™

“Can’t vou feel

7

“Dyv Jove, ves——now you mention it!” said
Nipper eagoer'y.

Thev were aimost running nosw, and they
ioticed. asz they did so, that the rock sides
of the tunnel were damp. Ounly a few yards
further on the walls were streaming with
moisture. And the thunderous roar was

~almost terriiving in its intensity.

“Look!” velled Dorric suddenlr.

They ran on for eome vards further, and
then halted, staring faseinatedly.  For the
tunnel wasz biocked from side to side. It was
compiciery fied by a falling masz of water.

CHAPTER 5.
Darrie's Amazing Discovery.

O a~iounded were Lord Dorrimore and
Nipper that for some moments they
couidd oniv stand and stare, careless
of the fact that they were being

drenched by the fog-like spray which en-
veloped them. All manner of miniature rain.
bows were created by the beams of the torch-
light: as they piared upon the spray.



10

-

Further progress was bareed. The falling
water shut the tunnel coWepletely. It was
coming down in an apparently solid body—
and now Lord Dorrimore understood why the
Islanders had been so reluctant to enter the
tunnel. They knew of this falling water, and
thcy were scared of it.

“But—but 1 don’t understand!” shouted
Nipper at last. ‘‘“Where does it all go to,
Dorrie ?”’

““That’s just the point,” replied Lord Dorri-
more significantly.

‘“What do you mean?”’

““I mean that the presence of
mysterious waterfall clinches the thing.”

*“Clinches what thing ?”’ roared Nipper.

‘“ Come back a bit—where we can talk with-
out velling one another’s heads off,”’ shouted
his lordship. '

They retraced their steps for some distance,
and Nipper could sce that an eager, excited
light was in the sporting peer’s eyes. Nipper
himseclf had caught a goed deal of that ex-
citement, too. But he was still puzzled.

‘““More than once we have stretched full
length at the top of the ‘crategy’ opening of
the big cavern,’”’ said Dorrie calmly. ‘‘And
more than once. Nipper, we have had a good
look at the floor of the cavern through
binoculars.”

“Well 77

“Did you ever see, in the northern wall of
the cavern, a pretty hefty waterfall ?”’ asked
his lordship dreamily. *Did you ever notice
that there were some short rapids at the foot
of the fall, with a fairly wide stream, run-
ning strongly, joining the lake after passing
through two or three miles——"

““But—but you don’t mean—-"

And Nipper paused, his eyes aflame.

“Yes, I do,” said Dorrie. *That’s exactly
what 1 mean.”

Nipper’s excitement suddenly subsided.

“But even if you’re right—and, somehow, 1
believe you are—it makes no difference,’’ he
said, disappointed. ¢ There’s no possible way
of getting past the waterfall.”

“I’'m convinced that I’m right,”” said his
lordship. ‘That waterfall was in the northern
corner of the cavern—and Stonetown is
towards the north of the island. Look here,
I'll make a rough sort of sketch on this page
in my notebook, showing you how I imagine
the formation of the island. It’s only an
end-on view, so to speak, but I think you’ll
understand.”

He took a pencil, and quickly and roughly
executed the sketch.

this
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“Yes, I see,” said Nipper. *“That's how
I imagined it, too. But it doesn’t really make
any difference, does it? It might just as well
be solid rock.”

““That’s what I’'m goin’ to find out,” re-
plied Dorrie softly.

He was walking back towards the wateifall
when Nipper took him by the arm.

“What are you going to do?”

“Take a cold bath, for one thing,” replied
his lordship. ‘“My dear young ass, it’s no
good you tryin’ to stop me. Can’t you ap-
preciate the possibilitieg? If there’s any way
of gettin’ through that waterfall, we’re in
the big cavern! This tunnel is a direct method
of communication between the island top and
the People of the Mist!”’

‘““And do you mean to say that through
countless centuries the Islanders and the
Settlers have never made the discovery?’
asked -Nipper incredulously.

“Yes.”

“T'hat wants a bit of swallowing, Dorrie.”

““On the contrary, there’s no earthly reason
why either people should have made the dis-
covery,’’ replied his lordship. *‘Just think it
out, [voung ’'un. Take the Islanders first.
You have already seen how scared they are
of the very tunnel itself. A primitive people
incapable of reasoning. That’s the long an’
the short of it. Moreover, they have been
frightened of the fallin® water, which ap-
parently goés on ceaselessly. Why should any
of these people have attempted to burst
through the fall?”

*That’s true,” admitted Nipper.

““Now we'll take the Settlers,” continued
Dorrie. “In their case, the possibilities of
discoverin’ the tunnel are even more remote.
For all they can see, from the cavern, is a
big waterfall. How can they guess that be-
hind the falling water there is a tunnel
entrance? Had they known of the tunnel,
they might have discovered a way into 1t.”

“By Jove! You're right, Dorrie,” said
Nipper breathlessly. ‘It's perfectly simple.
now you explain it. But can we get
through 77’ |

““1 don’t see why not—I’ve walked through
waterfalls before,” replied Dorrie. *‘They’re
not half so dangerous-as they look. Besides,
there might be a way round.”

They walked back to the end of the tunnel,
where the waterfall cut off all further pro-
gress.

“You stay here!”’ yelled Dorrie. “I don’t
suppose I s%all be long.”

“Isn’t it dangerous?’’ roared Nipper.

““Not a bit! I shall be safe enough.”

“Y say! I'm coming with you!” shouted
Nipper.

““Not likely! You stay here!” retorted his
lordship. ‘“And if T don’t come back you can
join the others and——"

“Hold on! I thought you said it wasn’t
dangerous ?”’

““Don’t argue, you young ass!”’ roared his
ltoi‘gs'l’m,ip. “You stay here—and do as you’re
old!
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At first sight it seemed a hopeless proposi-
tion. The falling water looked absolutely
solid—and, indeed, if Dorrie had plunged into
it he would undoubtedly have gone to his
death. -\

This end of the tunnel was, actually, very
similar to the other end. Beyond the water
there was a cliff—the sheer cliff side of the
cavern. The water, falling from some un-
known height, completely covered the tunnel
end, and, below, there was undoubtedly a
whirlpool. But how far below? Where,
exactly, did this tunnel come through? |

It was the point which Dorrie was de-
termined to find out.

Upon closer examination, he discovered, as
he had half expected—that the falling water
was not absolutely flush with the rock. There
was a little space in between—owing to the
fact that the water, in falling, naturally, was
somewhat outflung. It did not actually pour
down the face of the cliff. But the spray was
so dense that, until one took a close look, the
space was not noticeable.

Dorrie was now creeping inch by inch round
the angle of the rock. He discovered that
there was a ledge beyond the tunnel exit.
It was wider than he had at first believed,
being, in fact, three or four feet, and walk-
ing along it was easy and safe. Yet 1t was
a rather terrifying experience. To his back,
as he edged sideways along, there was the
wet rock, and, facing him, that falling body
of water, roaring deafeningly.

Nipper was full of apprehension. Dorrie
had already vanished. as though the water-
fall had swallowed him up. ven at a dis-
tance of two yards the space between the fall
and the rock was not noticeable. Nipper was
compelled to go right up close, and peer
round the ledge of rock, before he discovered
how Dorrie had gone. Then Nipper felt more
comfortable. Not that he could see his com-
panion; the smother of spray had obliterated
him from view.

Lord Dorrimore found that he could walk
normally; it was not necessary for him to
edge sideways. Considerable quantities of
water were falling uwpon him, but he took
no notice. Drenched to the skin, he pushed
on. There was no danger whatever, terrify-
ing as the surroundings were. The sporting
peer was even gloating. This wide rock ledge
was an excellent pathway—and he knew that
with every step he took he was getting nearer
and nearer to the extremity of the fall.
Already the volume of water was lessening.

“Ye gods and little fishes!” he ejaculated
suddenly.

As he advanced, the water dwindled to a
mere trickle, and he abruptly emerged clear
of it. He took one look beyond, he gave a
great shout of joy, and then he thought of
Nipper. Without hesitation he turned back,
and now he knew there was no need for
precaution. He fairly ran along the rock
ledge, with the cliff on one side of him, and
the hurtling waterfall on the other.

Nipper, waiting at the tunnel exit, filled
with dread, was suddenly startled to see a
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figure loom up only a foot away. Until then,
owing to this spray, Dorrie had not been
visible. They almost collided.

““Oh, my goodness! I'm glad you’ve come
back, sir,” panted Nipper. “‘I—I t'hought———-”

“You thought all sorts of silly things, eh?”
roared Dorrie. “You thought I'd killed iny-
self!  Well, I haven’t! Come on! You’d
belter come and have a look, too. It's as
safe as houses.” .

“Great Scott! You—you mean—

““Never mind what I mean,” bellowed
Dorrie. ‘““You come with me.”

Nipper was amazed to see his companion
walking bold!vy and easilv along the ledge.
There wasn’t a single inequality of the rock.
upon which one might trip; it formed a
smooth, safe floor for them to walk upon. The
spray was like a dense mist, and although
Dorrie was culy just ahead, Nipper had to
keep close behind in order to keep him in
view, even with his torchlight plaving.

‘““Here we are!” came his lordship’s voice,
faint above the waterfall’s thunderous roar.

Almost before Nipper realised it, they were
in clear air. 'They were standing on a wider
platfornm: of rock, and close by Nipper's side
the waterfall plunged down. The whirlpool,
nearly hidden by the boiling foam and spray,
was not fifteen feet below. The tunnel exit,
én‘lfact, was practically at the base of the
ail.

And sloping down in serried masses, where
rocks and boulders, with an easy path through
them—down to the level ground, ouly a short
distance away. And frowniug incredibly
over the pair, and stretching away into the
far distance, was the three thousand-foot wall
of the great cavern, sloping sharply inwards
towards the top.

“Myv only sainted aunt!” ejaculated Nipper,
staring.

Dorrie was grinning.

““Not so bad, eh?” he asked cheerfully,

But Nipper had no words to express him-
self. He could only gaze at that amazing
vista. He and Dorrie were standing at the
northen end of the cavern, where the ground
was rough. Towards the centre there were
cultivated patchez, and the other part of the
cavern was the real home of the settlers.

The newcomers could see a wide river, with
the waters raging furiously near at hand.
Further on, where the river entered the cen-
tral lake, there was practically no disturbance.

““The flares arc out!” shouted Nipper,
pointing.

“We knew that.” retorted Dorrie.  “IT
don’t suppose they can get them goin’ again.
All the better for us, really for this part
of the cavern i1s in dense gloom, and that’s
all to the good.’’

The sunshine was slanting down Dbrilliantly,
and the cffect. to the two watchers, was most
astonishing. It was as though an cnormous
searchlight, far above, was sending a dazzling
beum upon one section of the cavern.

That section was brilliant; everywhere elso
the cavern was half hidden in gloom.

1
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- It happened that the sun was in such a
position, just now, that the beams were falling
full upon the Settlers’ township, and that the
edge of the lake which was most populated.
The old Porto Marlo, with her red-streaked
sides, stood out boldly in the sunshine, too;
and even at this distance, owing to the clarity
of the air, Dorrie and Nipper could sece
moving figures.

“It’s a dircet way through—to Lee!” said
Lord Dorrimore gloatingly. “Not only to
Lee, but to Amanda’s people. The People of
the Mist! Think of it, young un!” Secretl
and with absolute safety we can come througg
here—and, if necessary, spring a surprise upon
the Black Hawk and his myrmidons.”

‘““Oh!” ejaculated Nipper.

The possibilities left him breathless.

Dorrie had his binoculars to his eyes. He
was taking carefu) note of every point. When
he had finished with the glasses he gazed
about him more intently, close at hand. He
noted every formation of_rock; his keen eyes
took in a hundred and ofle details. He stood
there deliberately memorising the important
geographical details. And Nipper, when ho
realised what his companion was doing, fal-
lowed his example.

‘““Couldn’t we let the guv’nor krow?”’ asked
Nipper suddenly.

““Not on your life,” replied Lord Dorri-
more. ‘“We daren’t show ourselves, young
‘'un. If we let Lee know of this—we shall
let the enemy know, too. And it’s important
that the Black Hawlk should be kept in ignor-
ance of this ‘tack door.” I have a pretty
Zhriw;gl idea that we shall be needed—after

ark.

“By jingo, yes!’ said Nipper cxcitedly.
“With the flares out, this cavern will be as
black as pitch after the sun has gone down.
That’s when the Black Hawk will go into
action!”’

‘“ And that’s when we shall go into action,
too,” said Dorrie happily.

They did not wait much longer, and soon
they were walking back along that strange
pathway; they reached the tunnel, and now
they hurried. The tunnel was longer than
they had realised, and it seemed a long
time before, turning the bend, they came
within sight of the welcome daylight of the
great opening.

And, at last, emerging, Handforth and
Umlosi and Amanda shouted with joy. For
they had begun to despair—particularly as the
Islanders had gradually worked themselves
into a state of panic.

And even Spurius Lartius, now that Dorrie
and Nipper had reappeared, lost all his fear.
Indeed, the very fact that the adventurers

had returned proved that there was no real

danger in the tunnel. And the Islanders,
after their first shock of surprise, were mani-
festly relieved.

‘“But where have you been all this time?”
askéed Amanda in wonder. ‘‘Faith, you are
wet through!”

““That’s what T noticed!’ said Handfcrth.
“You boundcrs! What have you been up

to? Whny couldn’t you let-me in on it?”’

““I perceive, N'Kose, that 'thou hast made
a mighty discovery,” said Umlosi—for he
knew every one of Dorrie’s moods, and a
bright eager light in his lordship’s eyes was
eloquent. o

“Yes, old friend, it’s true,”’ said Dorrie.
“Listen, Handy. You’'ll be interested in this,
too, Miss Amandal”’

They were already walking away from the
tunnel, and were, indeed, on their way back
to the upper part of the ravine.

‘“That tunnel is a direct way through to
the big cavern,’” said Dorrie abruptly.
‘“Nipper and I have found a method of get-
ting through a waterfall—"

“But no! ’Tis impossible!” cried Amanda,
her eyes dancing with excitement.

She listened breathlessly as Dorrie and
Nipper, between them, told the story. Hand-
forth - was nearly beside himself with excite-
menft.

‘““Let’s go back,”” he urged. ‘You rotter,
Nipper, why didn’t you take me, too? There
won’t be another chance!”

‘““That’s just where you’re wrong,” said
Nipper. “There’s every likelihood that
there’ll be another chance to-night—and then
we shall have some definite objective, too.”

And even Edward Oswald Handforth, who

was notoriously slow-witted, understood.

CHAPTER 6.
The Coming of the Night.

ELSON LEE was an anxious man,
N A great responsibility rested upon
his capable shoulders. He had
accepted the leadership of the Pecople
of the Mist—and it was for him to bring
peace to this troubled community. And the
only way of accomplishing that object was to
subdue the Black Hawk and his desperadoes.
But matters were infinitely more diflicult
than they had been.

All was quiet now. The firing of the gun,
with its dramatic consequences, had so scared
the pirates that they were lymng low, aboard
the Porto Marlo, during the day. Scarcely
a sign of activity was to be seen aboard
the old war vessel. Some men were con-
stantly on duty, on deck—but they were only
watching. Simeon Harke, obviously enough,
was temporarily subdued.

One thing was certain—he would never
again fire a big gun. And although he was
more or less at bay, he was by no means
ready to surrender. He had virtual command
of the lake.

During the afternoon hours Nelson Lece
noticed that parties of the pirates put off
from the Porto Marlo in boats, and rowed
to other vessels which were lying anchored
upon the still water—schooners and old-type
craft of that sort. Some of these vessels were
laboriously drawn in, so that they were col-
Iec1ted round the Porto Marlo like tugs round
a ull€rl,
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J'nere was some significance in this move—
and Nelson Lee had a shrewd idea what it
portended. '

He had held counsel with the Settlers; and
he had appointed sturdy men to take control
of various sections. Thus, Tom Swayne had
so many men under him; Dr. Otto, who, in
spite of his age, was eager to be in the thici
of things, commanded another sturdy band.
Nelson Lee was a brilliant organiser, and,
indeed, a capable general. And very soon the
entire defending force was at work. Every-
body accepted Nelson Lee without question.
His very personality was compelling. He put
courage and faith into the rebels. Simeon
Harke and his tyrants should for ever beo
quelied. '

Many men, hotheads, were eager to attack
at once. They wanted to get every available
-bokat, and give battle to the enemy on the
lake.

But Nelson Lee put his foot down on this
rash suggestion.

For the Black Hawk and his men, on the
battleship, ecdould easily defend themselves
against the attacks; and there would be a
needless lost of life. A dangerous loss of
life, too—for there were no reintorcements
to draw upon. Every gble-bodied man of the
community was already in the “battle zone.™

““No, my good friends, the right i1s upon
your side.”’ said Lee quietly. ‘““We will not
attack the tyrant and his hordes; but rather
will we wait until they attack us. On solid
land the battle will be- even. It would be
folly to fall into the trap the Black Hawk
has set for us, and to give him all the advau-
tage of an uneven fight.”’

Nelson Lee was thinking of the night, He
had a conviction that when darkness came,
Simeon Harke would strike. There were no
flares now, and the night would be terrify-
ing to the People of the Mist. Since child-
hood, the people had been accustomed to
the soft light from the myriad gas flares. To
have the great cavern plunged into stygian
darkness would, in itself, have a tremendous
moral eflect.

Aud this effect, as Lee apprecicated, would
be the more severe with the defenders. For
they were quiet, peaceful folk, very different
from the ruthans who had thrown in their
lot with the Black Hawk.

Already Lec had detected certain signs that
the people were losing some of their great
enthusiasm. At the first thought of conquer-
ing the Black Hawk, the people had been
delirious. The present lull brought back all
their old fears. The dreaded influence of the
Black Hawk was still heavy upon them.

But when they saw the thoroughness of
Nelson Lee’s preparations, they took heart.
The girls and women, as well as the boys and
men, took part in the heavy work. Lee had
no intention of being caught by surprise in
the darkness. And, having stated his wishes,
his new lieutenants got their men to work
with a will. |

Great quantities of rock were carried to
the township. And, thanks to the firing of

the gun, endless tons ot rock were available
For where the avalanche had occurred quité
near the township, there were immense piles
and most of the rocks were small and capable
of being hauled, or carried.

Towards afternoon, the defences began to
take shape. Nelson Lee was working as hard
as any of the men. A great rock barrier was
being built entirely round the township. It
was a wall—a solid defence line.

And it was Lee’s intention, as soon as dusk
fell, to withdraw every living soul into that
protected arvea. The defences would then be
manned, and should the Black Hawk make
an attack, he would find it difficult to break
through the defendeis’ lines.

I’ was not until later afternoon that Simeon
Harvke ventured upon deck. He had had
a very severe shock. The blotting out
of the flares, and the falls of rock, had
frightened him. He had realised, in fact,
how, in his ignorance, he had nearly brought
disaster upon all. He was a braggart, a man
of much conceit, and he had believed his
own judgment to be sound.
. It had taken him some hours to recover:
but as he recovered, so his old insolence re-
turned. No sooner had he come upon deck,
and had taken a close look at the intensive
work ashore, than he once again Lecame the
braggart of before.

“Fools!” he said contemptuously. “Think
they that this stranger can save them ? Bones
and olood! They build walls of loose rock
about the township!” :

‘““Aye. Sir Chief, and they build it with
much thoroughness,” said Jonathan Betts.
“?Twill be a difhcult obstacle to overcome.”

“But it shall be overcome!” retorted the
Black Hawk harshly. *The people are in
rebellion—and 1f I am to retain my power I
must crush the rebellion and destroy the
traitor. To-night, Jonathan., we shall attack
—and we shall be victorious.”

“Ye are over-confident, methinks,” growled
Betts.

“By myv skin! Speak ve thus to me?”

““Ave!" retorted Jonathan Betts insolently.
“What came of your great plan of this morn-
ing? ’Tis easy to be too sure, Sir Chief!”

Simeon Harke cursed.

“To-night shall I prove my supremacy,” he
vowed. ‘‘The darkness will assist us. Jona-
than. We shall swoop—and we shall gain

. the victory.”

A cunning light came into his eyes.

““I have ideas,” he went on, lowering his
voice. ‘‘Aye, Jonathan, ideas!”

“Ye had ideas this morning, too,” said
Betts.

“May your bones rattle and rot!”
thundered the Black Hawk. ‘Speak again
thus, dog. and I'll have ye whipped!"”

And such was his fury that Jonathan Betts
backed away in alarm. He and his com-
panions were soon to discover that it was
dangerous to talk insolently to their leader.
After. the happening of the morning they had
felt that they could be much more familiar
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with him. But they were wrong. Moreover,
he was determined to win back their full
respect and confidence.

There was one way in which this could be
accomplished—the capture of Nelson Lee, and
the killing of Nelson Lee!

- The Black Hawk cared nothing for the
rest of the people—now. He was concentrat-
ing all his cunning, all his resources, upon
the one task of trapping Lee.

‘““Aye, I've ideas,” he said, as though to
himself, after he had calmed. - ‘“Here,
William !”’

One of the men came forward at the call.

“There is a man amongst ye, I think,
named Thomas Salt ?’’ asked the Black Hawk
abruptly.

‘'Tis true, Sir Chief,’”” said the man.

“Find him without delay. Bring him to
my cabin.”

And Simeon Harke turned on his heel and
went below. There was a light of cunning
burning in his eyes. Agd presently a thin
young man, with untidy, sandy whiskers went
tremulously below. An order to attend the
Black Hawk in his cabin generally meant
bad trouble. But when “Thomas Salt
emerged, half an hour later, he was looking
mightily pleased with himself—and mightily
crafty, too.

“Darkness comes on apace,” seaid the
Black Hawk, some time later, when he came
on deck. ‘“’Twill be a darkness of much in-
tensity, too. 'Tis well for our purpose, good
Simon, that the flares are extinguished.”

Simon Lane, who was standing with Jona-
?h?n Betts and Arthur Rereshy, looked doubt-
ul. ~

““The darkness will be as much help to the
rebels, methinks, as it will be to us, Sir
Chief,” he said. ‘‘Many things may happen
when one’s eyes are useless. There will be
no torchlights burning to-night, Sir Chief!
For we have but to show a light, and we shall
make ourselves a mark for the enemy.”

- “Neither will they show lights,” said the
Black Hawk calmly.

He was staring upwards at the hole in the
cavern roof. Already the stars were twink-
ling. The sun was getting low, and its effect
here, in the cavern, was so slight that an
intense gloom prevailed. Already the further
ends of the cavern were hidden by th gather-
ing darkness.

‘Men may swim out by the many score,”
said Simon Lane uneasily., “And if they
come, Sir Chief, what warning shall we have?
I'aith, I like not the situation.”

‘““Where are your wits, man?”’ demanded
the Hawk, with contempt. ‘Think ye that
the rebels, under this man, Lee, would build
rock walls round the township if they intended
attacking us? Nay! They are concentrated
upon defence. No man amongst the rebels
will venture beyond the newly-built defences.
Thus we shall trick the man, Lee.”

“Ye think only of him, Sir Chief,” growled
Betts.

“I think only of him because he is our
great enemy,” replied Simeon Harke. “We
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have but to trap him and ‘the rest of the
fools will be at our mercy, and once again
I shall rule supreme—aye, and I am telling y®&
now that the ringleaders shall suffer the death
penalty. Such cattle as Swayne and Dr.
Otto shal! have their limbs sliced from their
shoulders.”
He turned ficrcely upon the others.

“]I say again—Lee is the man we must eu-
trap!” he insisted. ‘‘Let us, then, gather our
wits together so that that end shall be
gained. Think ye that the people would
have risen but for Lee? ’Twas he who in-
cited them—he and his companions. But they
can no longer reach us; they are cut off, and
thus we need not let them enter into our
calculations. But Lee is yonder—the people
obey his every command. 'They look upon
him as their liberator. When Lee falls, the
revolt collapses.”

“Stab me, Sir Chief, I believe ye’re right !’
declared Arthur Reresby.

“I know I'm right!”’ replied the Black
Hawk, spitting noisiuy overside.

LIS twilight was brief. |
When darkness came, it came sud-
denly. And even the pirates avere

uneasy. For i§ was such darkness as
they had never known in the cavern. It shut
down like something tangible, something sohd
to the touch. True, overhead, the twinkling
stars could be seen; but when one turned one’s
gaze back to the ground level, the darkness
only seemed the greater.

It was impossible to see a hand before one’s
face. And not a glimmer of light showed in
any corner of the cavern.

Both sides were equally cautious.

The pirates, for their part, deemed that
complete darkness was to their advaniage.
Moreover, they maintained a stealthy silence.
When eny men moved, they moved on tip- .
toe lest they should make the slightest sound.

And it was the same in the township, be-
vond the rock .defences. Men lined those
defences, but they were ready with hastily
improvised weapons. Nelson Lee, moving
amongst them, sensed the great tension which
was abroad.

The darkness and silence brooded over
friend and foe alike. When a man whispered
it sounded almost like a shot. They were
afraid to utter a word, even In the softest
breath. And so, as the time passed, the ten-
sion increased. It became dreadful. And
nothing happened. That was the most terrible
thing of all. Action, at such a time, would

have been welcome.

Nelson Lee had men ready with torches—
and materials were at hand to light those
torches at a moment’s notice. Should an
attack come, Lee was determined to repulse
it with decision. But the Black Hawk and
his men, it seemed, were ready enough to
play a waiting game. .

More than once Nelson Lee silently climbed
the rock wall, slid down, and ventured to-
wards the lake-side. He did so with all the
stealth and silence of an Indian tracker. He



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

was on the look-out for the slightest indica-
tion of movement. He was, in fact, becoming
anxious. The defenders, he knew, were suffer-
ing from the strain; moreover, he was expect-
ing some cunning, tricky effort on the Black
Hawk’s part. - Never for a moment had Lee
underestimated the shrewdness and resource
of the pirate chief. Simeon Harke was a
dangerous man. He was no commonplace
rufian, but a man of ideas. And in this
situation Nelson Lee felt that the Hawk would
make a super effort to quell the rising.

CHAPTER 1.
The Trap.

ND so three hours passed.
A less clever man than Simeon
Harke would have taken action ere
this. Jonathan Betts and Simon Lane
and the other lieutenants were i1mpatient.
They could not understand the Hawk’s dal-
liar.ce. But there was a deal of cunning In
the Hawk’s plan. He was patient in addi-

tion to being clever.

He knew that with every minute that passed
the defenders were becoming more and more
nervous. This great tension was telling
upon them. When something happened they
would be jumpy, and, perhaps, near to
panic. ~

““What hinders, Sir Chief?” growled Betts,
who was getting jumpy on his own account,

““When I strike, ’twill be the more certain,”
whispered Simeon Harke. “Grow ye impa-
tient, Jonathan?”’

‘“ Ave—and I am not alone in that.”

“Then be of zood heart—for Thomas Salt
goes now upon his errand,” said the Black
Hawk with a soft chuckle. ‘Care ye for
comedy, good Jonathan? Stab my vitals,
now shall a comedy be played; and ’twill be
one which will turn rapidly to drama. Aye,
and to tragedy.”

“Do ye place your faith in Thomas Salt?”
asked Jonathan, in wonder. ¢ Faith, he is
but a simpleton, and of no particular
strength,”

“Yet he possesses a talent I greatly ad-
mire,” said the Black Hawk calmly. *‘Soon
ye will understand.”

Thomas Salt was even then slipping noise-
lessly off the old cruiser’s ladder into the
dark water. Like most of these People of
the Mist, he was an able awimmer. He struck
out silently.

It was 1inpossible to sce a foot in any direc-
tion, but Thomas Salt had taken his bear-
ings from the position of the ship; and he
knew that by swimming in a straight line he
would soon be approaching the shore.

There were no beaches to this lake. It
was more 1n the nature of a natural dock;
for the rock edges were scveral feet above
the water level, and the water itself was deep
right to the rock itself, so any vessel could
draw in close if needs be. Thomas Salt was
swimming towards the side of the lake which

‘and they would be able to see any
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was nearest the township—and, in that total
darkness, i1t was an eerie experience.

NELS}ON LEE was finding his men difh-

cult.

Whenever he approached groups of
them, coming up noiselessly in the

dark, he heard quick movements; startled
ejaculations, half muffled; hoarse inquiries.
The defenders, in fact, were becoming

highly nervous.

Nelson Lee considered the advisability of
lighting a great number of torches. It might
be ‘the best move of all, The defenders, be-
hind their rock wail, would be protected;
move-
ments of the enemy. And the light would
give them fresh confidence—fresh courage.
It was this darkuness which was sapping their
determination. |

In fact, Lee was rapidly coming to the
conclusion that he was unwittingly playing
the enemy’s game, and that was a bad
technical blunder.. He came to his decision
quickly., He had seen to it that there was
a large supply of torches readv; and he
meant to give the orders for these to be
lighted.

Just a few minutes more, however, would
make little difference; and Nelson Lee had
a fancy to go scouting again.

With absolute silence he climbed the wall
and moved forward towards the lake. He
could see nothing, for the blackness was as
golid as ever. It was not the kind*of in-
complete darkness which one’s eyes can
grow accustomed to. Lee might have had a
great bandage across his eyes, for all the
use they were.

But his ears were acute. Few men had
kecner hearing than the detective; and he
had trained 1t assiduously. He could dis-
tinguish sounds which, to ordinary